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	The Tutor's Waltz

(A/N) Hey losers! Winglet here! So I thought I'd escaped the soul-sucking lands of both Anime (instead focusing on superheroes and comic books) and Fanfiction (instead focusing on my original writing) but then I made a late-night mistake of watching Ouran on Netflix again! It was a bad idea. So now I'm here!

I own nothing except Reese, Nanami and the plot that is at the moment quite unapparent.

ALSO!

Everything is spoken in Japanese unless otherwise specified.

I'm sorry I'm a useless potato that doesn't know how to speak any languages other than English, Pig-Latin, and Tolkien's Elvish.

* * *

><p>The school was huge, intimidating. One of the best schools in the country, and Reese was going there for free. While tuition was generally monumental, making the school a prestigious mingling ground for the rich and privileged, they brought in what they called prodigies from other countries on scholarships every year. And somehow, Reese was one of these.<p>

She didn't think of herself as a prodigy. Sure, she was good at what she did, but it wasn't particularly helpful in any way to anyone but herself. She generally had affinity for the arts, be it painting and sketching or music, even writing and dance. She'd won a few contests, gotten a lot of attention, and was suddenly whisked to a high school in the middle of Japan with only conversational knowledge of the language and parents crying - both proud and sad to see her go. She wasn't particularly intelligent in other areas of study, only an average student realistically, and with what knowledge she had on the school, she often only managed to scrape by with a low B - but now she was in Japan. A whole different playing field.

Ouran High School, a casual name for an institution that is anything but. Reese was, frankly, miserable in the poofy dress she was forced to wear, gathering most of the skirt in her fist as she moved along the path to the school, uncaringly showing the jeans she wore under it. The few students she passed - what kind of students were there before the term actually started? - remarked on it, though she only got bits and pieces of the conversation while she passed, and none of it was good. She didn't care, she was bound to make ripples in the delicate social structure of a high school that played into the politics of rich people.

She was slow at reading the kanji symbols on doors, but she could do it - she'd always loved the written language of Japan because of the artfully created symbols, and she slowly moved towards the administrative offices, only having to turn around and find her way three times. The chairman was polite - with a flair for the dramatic as well - and he walked me around to each class. They spoke to each other in broken Japanese. He was quite proficient in English, but the two agreed that they should speak the other language to assist in her learning of it. The hallways were deserted, and they parted after a quick tour, as his phone beeped at him. He apologized profusely, and she waved him off, happy to be able to wander around the grounds on her own for a bit.

The halls were peaceful, and she explored, dodging people as much as she could. She gathered from the echoes of voices around her that the few people there were the student council, preparing a few of the different rooms for school the next day. It took her almost an hour to make that observation. They spoke very quickly.

Reese wasn't too surprised when she eventually ran into someone. She was craning her neck as if she was a tourist in a new land - wait… - and his eyes were buried in a black notebook, so it wasn't odd, given the variable of Murphy's law, that they veritably slammed into each other.

Despite her ability to dance with the utmost grace upon a stage, Reese fell hard on her butt, wincing as she did so. The other, a young man whose other dramatic features excluding his notebook were glasses that had the ability to be opaque and a cold distant look, only stumbled slightly. Obviously, someone so rich had to carry himself with dignity - and that meant no falling. Stumbling seemed to even be out of the question. His eyes landed on her, glasses flashing for a moment and causing the small amount of breath that had returned to her exit her quickly, but then his expression of harsh emotionless cleared, and he put the notebook under an arm. He held the other arm up in a gesture of chivalry, helping hoist her to her feet.

"I am so sorry!" she shouted in English before she remembered that he probably didn't know what she was saying. She shook her head and was about to repeat what she'd said, slowly in Japanese, before he bowed at her and nodded.

"It is alright." He spoke in accented english, but it was still english and she felt a flood of relief that she happened to express in a flood of words.

"Oh my gosh thank goodness you speak english I'm not fluent in japanese and it's so hard to try and speak with everyone and… and…" she trailed off as she saw his politely friendly expression tighten slightly, and she bit her lip and mumbled an apology, bowing her head so that hair surrounded her face.

"It's quite alright, miss…?" he trailed off there, a slightly bemused expression on his face. She didn't notice the nonverbal cue until he had stared at her for a few seconds with a questioning expression.

"O-oh! I'm Reese. Reese Eaton." She bit her lip, letting her hair frame her face again.

"My name is Otori Kyoya. But Miss Eaton, I'd advise you to introduce yourself with your given name last and your family name first. It's customary here," he said, smiling at her with the same polite and obviously - to her anyway - fake grin. She hit herself in the forehead, shaking her head, and at the same time causing her hair to fly away from her face.

"Of course, my apologies, Mr. Otori. I completely forgot, I'm so sorry..." she trailed off again, shaking her head. He held up a hand, seeming afraid of another explosion of words, and nodded.

"It is quite alright miss. However, if you do not mind, I have some work to do before the students arrive for this term tomorrow." He bowed at her and began to leave.

"Erm… wait! What class are you in? I-I mean, what year?" He tilted his head.

"Year two, student representative." That was all he said before he began to walk away, pushing his glasses up and setting a brisk pace. She stood for a moment, staring after him, shrugged, then began her meander along the hallways again, looking, but not really seeing the architecture of a school for the rich kids of important people.

Her parents had arranged for her to be staying in a rather small and low income apartment a bike ride away from the school. As she didn't have a bike with her, however, she settled for the long walk to return to her temporary home in the golden light of sunset. She walked slowly, arms outstretched and feet gliding across the curb, despite the late hour and the fact that she's prone to getting lost in broad daylight in a town that she'd lived in her whole life, let alone a huge, strange town nearing the darkness of night. It took a while to reach her new home, and along the way, she swung around nearly every light pole she passed and danced across the sidewalk. She got odd looks while she was still in the rich area surrounding Ouran but she barely noticed, and once she got half a mile away, out of the prestigious neighborhood, people just generally ignored her.

Her apartment wasn't in a bad area, but it wasn't like the estates that she was sure other Ouran attendees were used to. She had to try three different keys before she got into the room. She didn't know what two of them went to.

It was a rather simple room with some boxes that they'd shipped to her lying around unpacked. A mini-fridge rested in the kitchenette, near a stove and oven with a sink neatly in between the two and no counter space. A small table, only large enough for two people sat next to the counter, with two chairs at it - not that anyone else lived there - and a takeout meal from the night before sitting on it. The few cabinets that were in the room held a handful of dishes, but not many. What would be called the living room was similarly bare, though instead of the neglected neatness that came with not truly using the room, there was a clutter of sheet music and paintbrushes and other art supplies lying on the ground. An area in the center of the room was cleared of things, the hardwood floor staring up from it. There was a small loveseat and a bookshelf with a few books resting on it, but other than that, there was no furniture in the area. The only bedroom had a queen sized bed and a chest of draws, veritably exploding with clothes that looked like they'd just been dumped into it with no organization whatsoever. In her closet hung three of the yellow dress uniforms of Ouran High.

She quickly stepped through the rooms to where she slept, quickly changing from the dress she wore, instead sliding into a simple pair of jeans and a graphic tee. She sighed as she moved from the room, sitting down in the center of the clear area of the wood floor, a binder opened in front of her. She looked over the work she was given - not required, but it was strongly recommended that she do it to catch up with the slightly more advanced and vastly different schooling in Japan.

Her mind still spun when she looked at it, eyebrows furrowing at the unfamiliar creation of the kanji script and the confusing concept of business formal, formal, and casual speech. She couldn't even begin to think about the math. The only thing she really understood was the literature - Japanese stories always fascinated her.

She only stared at it for about ten minutes before she decided that she was as far as she'd get at the moment, and refocused her attention elsewhere.

She regretted that decision later when, on the official first day of school, she was sitting at her desk trying to keep up with the lesson that her teacher - sensei - was trying to give. The speed of his Japanese was enough to throw her off, but the math that he was drawing on the board was nothing like what she was used to. She'd known that they used a different system and learned the basic processes of multiplication and division, addition and subtraction, but she wasn't prepared to be doing trigonometry with it. She had enough trouble with trigonometry in the american class she was used to taking - one shouldn't add other aspects of confusion to math. Like the alphabet.

She stared helplessly at the board, then at the depressingly blank notes she had in front of her, then at the textbook that she'd tried to read the wrong way at least five times. Now was not the best time for culture shock to be hitting her. She let her head fall onto the table with a quiet - and painful - thunk. After she had her head on the table for a few moments, she felt a few fingers touch her shoulder, and she tentatively moved to face them, keeping all but her eyes covered with an arm. A girl was staring back at her, smiling softly at her, black hair swept out of her dark eyes with a soft purple ribbon.

"You're Eaton-san?" Reese nodded, slowly raising her head and looking at the other girl. "I am Sugimoto Nanami. Do you need help with the math? Sensei kind of jumped into it, didn't he?" She nodded again, after a pause where she deciphered what Sugimoto was saying.

"I… I do would like help with this," she said, slowly, and Sugimoto laughed slightly, and began slowly walking her through the math in careful Japanese.

By the time class had ended, Reese had a slightly better understanding of the math and had begun referring to Sugimoto as Nanami-san. As they began walking from the room, the other girl stopped her, smiling with that same soft and friendly smile.

"Ouran has a tutoring program. Go talk to Iwasaki-Sensei, the Language teacher. She's in charge of the tutoring group." Reese nodded, and they walked their different ways with kind parting words and happy waves.

* * *

><p>So that was chapter one. I tried. It may not be the best but I'm hoping it will improve.<p>

You should expect an update about every week, hopefully, and as soon as I get my AO3 account set up I'll be cross-posting this there.

I love you all! Please click da little 'review' button at the bottom of the page and tell me how I'm doing! Flames that rhyme, are funny, are sung (well) or are written completely in pig-latin are welcome. If you're boring, don't bother flaming.

~Winglet 8^3


End file.
